THE   VORTEX                       ACT I
HELEN : Personally, it would make me self-
conscious to sit in a bath surrounded by frisky gods and
goddesses all with such better figures than mine,
PAWNIE : I find it encouraging. This whole room
is so typical of Florence.
HELEN :   In what way ?
PAWNIE :   Every way.   Look at the furniture.
HELEN: A little artificial perhaps, but quite
harmless.
PAWNIE :   Dear Helen, you're such a loyal friend.
HELEN :   I'm very fond of Florence.
PAWNIE : We all are. Oh, my God, look at that
lamp-shade I
HELEN :   I gave it to her last Christmas.
PAWNIE :   Wasn't that a little naughty of you ?
HELEN :   I don't see why, it's extremely pretty.
PAWNIE : Too unrestrained. Such a bad example
for the servants. (He takes up frame from desk.) Who's
this boy ?
HELEN :   Tom Veryan.   You must have seen him.
PAWNIE :   Florence's past, present or future ?
HELEN :   Present.
PAWNIE : He has that innocent look that never fails
to attract elderly women,
HELEN :   Don't be a cat.
PAWNIE : I wasn't meaning Florence, she's too
divine to be in any marked category,
HELEN :   I wonder.
PAWNIE : Oh, yes, Helen, deathless sort of mag-
netism, you know.
HELEN: I often wonder what will happen to
Florence eventually.
PAWNIE : My dear, I'm far too occupied in wonder-
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